I
MEMPHIS  TO  MEMPHIS
Two subjects have, since my remotest childhood, occupied
the part of my mind that day-dreams or that, without
conscious volition, makes imagined scenes to rise up between
oneself and the objects before one. A third—the conviction
that green growing objects are necessary to the saving of
the world as we know it—came later to me. It is only later
in the book that I shall introduce that subject. For it is a
long time since Mr. Wells told me that, for reasons of
economy, you should never introduce your hero and heroine
in your first chapter. They must be spaced out. So this book,
having as it were two heroes and one heroine, will follow
the rule set down by the author of The Invisible Man. For I
suppose the rule to hold as good for a spiritual menage d trois
as for a simple English love-story.
It seems, then, as if I had been eight when I first thought
at once of Memphis, Tennessee, and of Columbus. Memphis
was on a map and Columbus was walking along the coast
of the Italian Riviera between Genoa and San Remo. The
latter spot I suddenly recognized ten or fifteen years ago as
Diana Marino.
Those, then, are the geographic limits of this book—the
cotton metropolis on the bank of the Mississippi and the
pleasure city on the shore of the Mediterranean in Liguria.
We start for the West from the East; take the oval route
more or less along the fortieth North parallel, past the
Cassiterides; cross the Western Ocean, Memphis bound.
And, having descended for a little way the Father of the
Waters, we shall return by the soft Madeiras and the
frowning rocks of Gibraltar to the place from which we
started.
Why, as a child, I had visions of Memphis, Tennessee, I shall
tell you later. Why I should have thought of Columbus I
don't know except that I suppose all children have to have
bugbears and he was one of mine. He walked, a dusky

